n                   WATENDLATH               235

*  I  neither need you nor think of you in
Whitehaven/

' You don't think of me?'
4 But why should I?    I have quite another life
there.*

4 But you write letters to me/

* Yes.   Suddenly you come into my mind. . . .
Your smallness, your hair, how you laugh when
you are amused.    Then I write/

She sighed with satisfaction.

' Then you do belong to me. I can make
you do what I say/

This was the instant of transformation. He
sat up in bed and shook her until her head was,
it seemed, separated from her neck. Then he
pushed her out on to the floor.

She got up slowly, rubbing her hands in her
eyes and staring at him in amazement. Then he
jumped out of bed and chased her out of that
room into the next. He caught her, dragged
her by the hair and threw her on to the floor again.
He was trembling with anger. She could see
him only dimly in a pale-green moonlight that
shadowed the sky and the room. But two stars
quivered with laughter above the dark stern
trees.

* Never you say that again!' he shouted at her.
' I'll beat you!    That you own me!    Never you
say that again!   You miserable!    I'll whip you.
By God, I shall show you!'

He was dancing with rage. She got up and
stood against the wall, staring. She was too
angry to speak. She sat all night in a chair